There Were Worse Things | Could Do 


Author: unnamedunknownunavailable 
Bands: Megadeth 
Characters: Dave Mustaine, David Ellefson 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Dec 20 2014 13:58:48 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 
A look into Junior's head and his thoughts on religion and his relationship with Dave, as well as what he 
considers the worst thing he could do. Heavily inspired by my rewatching Grease, and Rizzo's There Are Worse 


Things | Could Do. Hope you enjoy :) 


Its not as bad as people make it out to be, it doesn't hurt anyone, right? | know my parents kept feeding me 
the religion throughout my upbringing, and | believe it. Hell, how could | not believe? Most of the rules, or 
guidelines, are good to follow. Don't kill, or steal, or lie, or cheat. Those are some pretty great advices to live 
by. But there's one part | never understood. What's so wrong with a man feeling a pull towards another man? | 
know lust is a sin, and sex outside of wedlock is an even greater sin, but why? What's wrong with having those 
urges? If they're all evil, why do we have them? Why would Go create us to feel that way for no reason 
other than being tormented? 


| never thought about it as a kid, or even as a teen. | was too busy trying to be the innocent goody two shoes 
kid, doing all my parents asked me for. | helped them at the farm, | went with them to church, | prayed every 
night before | went to bed. | did my homework, | landed myself decent grades, | stayed home every night and 


didn't drink or drug. | don't know when | started to wish for more out of life, when | started to want a bigger 
piece of the cake. | knew | had some talent with the bass, and | knew what | wanted to make of my life once 


music hit me hard. | know my parents were disappointed in me, but they never said it out loud They unwillingly 


let me go for LA, and for the wild life. 


| don't know if | fucked things up there already. Maybe | would have been better suited for a normal life, as a 
teacher or a librarian. Maybe that would have made them more proud, if I'd stayed their innocent, naive little 
baby boy forever. | felt so confused those first few months, learning to get to know the city. Learning the 
names of the streets, what busses and trains to take, where to shop and where to hangout at nighttime. | 
started tampering with things, | couldn't help myself, my curiosity got the better of me. 


But there are worse things | could have done, right? | drank and started testing different drugs, learning of 
the buss and enjoying it, but | didn't dare to try anything heavy. | was still scared, and still protective of 
myself. | didn't want anyone to get hurt me, not even myself. | was always cautious, | never stole anything in 
my life. And | did my best to lie as little as | could. Aren't those some virtues? | didn't willingly physically or 
emotionally harm people, and | didn't step on people's toes. Maybe | went with a girl or two, but they wanted it, 
| didn't see how that could be bad. 


| know | started to change when | met Dave. He was so wild, unable to tame, fierce and fiery and with a strong 
drive. | could tell he was broken from the beginning, something in his eyes betrayed his harsh and cocky 
facade. | liked being close to him, around him, with him. The way he smelled of some cheap cologne and musk. 
The way his smile was never an actual smile, but more of a smirk and a sneer. The way his hazel eyes would 
crinkle at the corners when he was happy to see me. The way his strawberry blonde curls fell across his 
shoulders like a water fall of oranges and golds and reds. The way his pale, milky white skin would almost glow 


in the dark. 


But there are worse things | could have done than enjoying his presence. | couldn't say when | started falling 
for him, but | do remember when | first realized it. We were watching some cheesy old romance movie, for 
lack of anything better to do, half lying on the couch. | had my head on his chest, and we were passing the 
last blunt we had left back and forth as we smoked it. | remember how soft his body felt against mine, his 
arm flung around my waist. | remember thinking of how | wanted to stay that way forever, and then it hit me. 
As he ruffled my hair, and | remember the tone of his soft voice. | don't remember what he said, but there 


was that fuzzy feeling inside my chest, and a flutter in my belly. 


| was so scared after that, | remembered what I'd been told about men who harvested feelings for other men. 
They would end up burning in hell, tortured by flames and demons for all eternity. | cried every night, for such 
a long time, after he'd fallen asleep or when he was out. | tried not to feel anything, but I'd have wet dreams 
about the two of us, of him going down on me. Kissing me. Touching me. Jerking me off. Fucking me. | was so 


ashamed each time | woke up with sticky underwear and stained bed sheets. 


But weren't there worse things | could do than feel that way about my roommate? My best friend, that's all 
he was supposed to be. | hated the way my heart beat fast whenever he entered the room, the way I'd feel 
short of breath and my skin would tingle. It was so hard to resist acting upon the urges to hug him or touch 


him. Hold his hand. Kiss his lips. God, | wanted him, and even though | prayed each night for God to help take 
those feelings away, they grew stronger each day. | didn't want to be in love with him, but | couldn't help it. 


| remember the first time we kissed. We were both sloshed, and high as kites, we'd have more than our fair 
share of anythingwe could get our hands on. We were laughing at nothing in particular, slurring and stumbling 
over our own feet as we finally made it to the apartment we shared. | always enjoyed that we could live 
together, it would be the closest we'd get to being an actual couple. | remember how we staggered off to bed, 
giggling like two five year olds on a sugar rush. As we made it to the bedroom, Dave fell over, catching 
himself against the bed and by grabbing my shirt. | landed on top of him, faces mere inches apart. | think | 
blushed, his body felt so warm against my own, and there was something in his eyes I'd never seen there 


before. Then he kissed me. 


But | could have done worse things. It was just a kiss, a small peck on the lips. Until next time it happened. | 
thought he'd forgotten what he did that night, but two weeks later, he grabbed me by the shoulders without 
warning and yanked me up against the wall to ravage my mouth. | never got an explanation for it, but it left 
my cock throbbing and my legs trembling when he let me go and walked out the front door. | remember jerking 


off right then and there, on that spot. 


So | tried to forget it. Nothing happened after that, so | tried to date a couple of girls, but they didn't 
particularly interest me. | hated that, | was supposed to like them, right? | was supposed to want to be with 
them, to want a wife and kids in the future, that's what the bible said. That's what God said. | wasn't supposed 
to long for another of those mind blowing kisses. So when | finally settled on a girl, | don't even remember 
what her name was, | was shocked to wake up in the middle of night with himn lying next to me in my bed. He 
didn't say anything, but | could see it in his eyes, the hurt that | found someone else. We did a little more than 
kissing that night. 


But | could do worse than that, even when it escalated each night, little by little, until we actually dared trying 
to have sex with one another. And | did my best to block out the voices in my head telling me that this was 
wrong, it was sinning and | was forever condemned. Because how could something that felt so good, and so 
right, possibly be wrong? | would have understood it if | had been a murderer, or a pedophile, or a rapist. 
Those desires are sick, perverted urges. | could have understood the damnation if | had did something that 
might hurt others. But how did my feelings for him relate to anyone else? 


There were worse things | could have done than admitting my feelings for him, only to have them returned, 
only to slowly win his trust. | could have screwed people over with shady deals. | could have done the things he 
did, and oh how | knew he did anything for money or drugs. Anything to keep our apartment to us. He did that 
for me, though, | knew he didn't want me out on the streets now that we belonged. How could it be wrong for 
him to do anything for me? How could it be wrong of me to love him unconditionally, despite his flaws? Didn't 
God want all of his children to love and be loved in return? Wasn't that pure? 


| remember the night he broke down. We'd been whatever it was we were for six months, and I'd never known 
that he was weighed down by a similar fear to mine. So afraid of judgment, so afraid of other people's opinions. 


We were lying in bed, in the aftermath, his head was rested ony my chest, and | remember the soft feel of 


his silky curls passing through my fingers and | stroke his hair, and toyed with it. | don't remember how it 
happened, but suddenly his face was hidden against the side of my neck, and he was shaking so bad, sobbing 
loudly. | didn't know what to do, | tried to comfort and console him, tried to calm him down with my best 
efforts. It took such a long time before his weeping silenced, | thought he might have cried himself to death. | 
don't think I've been as terrified in my life as | was when | realized that strong, confident, indestructable Dave 


was caught in a so much worse inner turmoil than my own. 


So what if | loved him? So what if | wanted to protect him? That night, | realized what the worst thing | could 
possibly do was. That night, i realized what would ultimately be my demise, and his. I'd seen how weak he was, 
how hard he had to fight to stay on course, and keep himself upright. I'd gotten a glimpse into his personal 

hell, and | knew then how tormented he was. Nothing the bible could tell me, nothing my parents could say to 
reprimand, nothing the society could say to cut me short. None of that, would be worse than if | was to cry in 
front of him. Because he wouldn't be able to take it and deal with it. That would be the worst thing | could 


have done. 


